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nize now that I know those with whom I share them to be so few.
Moreover this is not a matter of age. I remain much more moral than
I should like.
19 August
In Le Temps of the 18th, as an appendix to the already very inter-
esting article by J. M. Goblet on "Armenia as a Soviet Republic" a
letter signed B. Nikitine still insists on the character at once national
and Bolshevist in tendency of the Armenian state. This is very impor-
tant to me. I have the hope that it will soon appear that the opposition
created between certain notions is artificial and that it is possible to
be patriotic and internationalist at one and the same time, just as
it is possible to be an individualist and a Communist-sympathizer at
one and the same time. A workman in the U.S.S.R. can be proud of his
factory, of his team, without in any way wanting to crush those next
door, who are likewise working for the common cause. Rivalry melts
into emulation, for the greater advantage of all.
When the nationalists in our country work to make France hateful
to, because hating, the people of other nations, it is as a Frenchman
that I suffer. I should like a noble, likable, generous France and am
ill convinced that a politic inspired by noble sentiments would neces-
sarily be that of a dupe. Less bitter, less vindictive, the Versailles
Treaty would have been more clever and all Europe would suffer less
from it today. Each state is now bound to the niggardly interests that
then prevailed'and the cruel consequence of an initial mistake was
having to persist in it. It is in the name of honor (of false honor) that
one gives oneself away. No one ever gives himself away so thoroughly
as he who makes it a point of honor to give himself away.
Arona, 20 August
We had taken tickets, on the boat, for Stresa; then, driven off by
the look of the palatial hotels, went on to the end of the lake,83 whence
we shall reach Nice this very evening. This morning, early, we go
through the market, spread out along the quays, in the streets, on the
squares. Wonderful displays of fruits, eggplants, tomatoes, peaches,
and above all green, red, gilded peppers, enormous, gleaming, and so
odd in appearance that I am embarrassed not to find anything more
to say of them.
Nice, 22 August
This young Austrian whom R. L. introduces to me, "arbeitelosT 34
like so many others and whoa for the past eighteen months, has been
83 Lago Maggiore.
34 Unemployed.